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~The Philosophy without a spine... 


` Easily dispersed, just as теге clouds, by a thick, black smoke 
Rising out of the abyss of thought, 
and thus returning toward ts epicentre 
This conflagrated Sky is underpinned by weak timber 
Moth-eaten, black, feebly rooted in moist marshes 


And in these marshlands Sabouteurs sow small fires 
Wil 


hich. of course, with some mid assistance, grows larger 
Thus emitting a foul, thick, black smoke:that scorches the clouds 
And from ዚ acid rain beckons the earth, much like Wormwood 

К intrudes holes, damages crops, sickens the cattle, ж 
f devours the pastures ‘it embiters the sweetest wines $ : 
К poisons the wells and makes love with all this misery > 

I will crush the mountains of thought as if they were piles of ег 
And fromthe ashes of these bonfire ፡ 


5. new forests emerge 
Алд breaches gates to a new world, without murder, without pai 


Without degradation and the abuse of the shepherd's crook 
In there, what alone exists is the bitter victory of genocide: 
‚the slauahtered pig of false hopes and self-decet! 


Those who seek the world shall find a corpse 一 

And those who find a Corpse shall be too good for this world. 

The ugly sun reeks, slowly the ordure thaws in the heat š 
Lepers craw! out of the darkness, they lost their eyes to t 
Their elated irises are swallowed by dreary distances 

The odours vibrate the hairs of every nostril to ever breathe 
They extend their tongues and contort them 

And in desperation trymg to find clean Strains of water 

or even plucking the last nutrience from the dung 

They worship the warm shi wth bent tongues | 


whirtwinds fare across the stale horizon: 5 х! 
pese зах a crenelations, above their house-roofs y NÅ 
| see clouds inger. brooding, over ther guileless shoukders 
When they put ther eyes upward, the clouds reflect upon them: 
Aloof, from the safe distance, they look tremendous, awe-inspiring 
But any sane mind would rip-off the mask and unveil 
Grey. hollow. withhoiding nothing but small chemical conflations 
Creating an іше grandeur beyond their actual significance 


As above so below - 


clouds 3 š f Man, as he gazes upward 

are mirrors т the eyes о Е 

уед thought and value bound together їгадду, just ай ин, 
Unsubstantial, scattered thoughts arranged as a cE 
And spread out to all hungry. impoverished children 


! тағу Of the farthest reaches of this journey! 1 
9 : ite ae በለስ and moaning and са е 
“le and brow-beating and all these self-important foo! 
28 eae Worship t, for t sat down on the empty throne 
ee ee can be “free” and happy together! As conscious as a family 
Ме деуи chartabie, because with freedom comes respect 
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Here we have the lepers! 
A hundred bodies moving as one, sneaking to the side of the road, 
walking crouched in the ditches beside the royal chariots. = 
beside the caravans of worthy people, Же sick cattle, 

= ¿“eYicted from eyes, condemned to a fithy corner of ай minds! 9 

the featureless face in the moved audience: 4 
They nearly suffocate to death by each minute 5 
Their unfinished yawns colour empty faces in weird tones... 


222 
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Their virgins mock themselves with own fingers 

The Blessing Hand retracts and the palm closes 

They cover their gentaña in fetid gal 

And proceed to love slum hounds, as they do wäh men 
The beasts conquer their moist vaginas — 000 
Bestial semen colour ther intruded holes 

Torrential spouts of blood-clotted plasma 

Ther prolapsed wombs moaning ike a тйага organs... 


This is the brih-ste of depravation, where ts mother 
writhes in labour! This is all source of depravation; 
where people Еге by ideals that are not their own. and 
where they have sunken slowly into quick-sands of 
passive consent, and worse yet is the most hideous 
sublevel of this depravation; the cesspool where 4 s 4 
voices do not ring loud, and the flaming tongues wane 

in the cold air, where self-deceit and self-love unite in $ 
a most absurd, downright tasteless matrimony. ጋ 
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/ Their feet stand оп murky ground; their feet all sink into the 
— ordure; their wombs are barren, and they stutter lament 


Bent-open mouths have had their teeth smashed out 
Bodies are raped of so-called beauty sleep. > 


They fatter through Еуіпд worlds and at the sight of tt. * 
shed tears and sob - razor winds biot portals, blood and 
dirt, and they are terrified’ They can not bear the weight of 
truth because they feei pain when their usions shatter like 
glass mirrors, once reflecting ther ugly faces but now the 
shards cut their pink flesh; blood spurts out. tears fall; les 
smother, all gives way to suffering - for these yokes are 
heavy, and they crush our shoulders to dust, lest one ጾ 
prepare... ЕБЕ = 5 YAN 


of unfulfilled hopes, crushing despairs, 


1 This is a river delta 
Бөлек ደደ e ot yet see all their embers but they all 


jon; they can ni a SS 
the ruin of faaure and desertion sb 
know ሺ is there somewhere, å luminous sun in the darkness. 2 A > ፦ 
х Tae = 


Now! Consumed by the reticence of all deserts. in visions. 
The scent of catastrophe ever pervading their nostrils 

The vision of impending doom ever befalling their eyes 

The taste of embittered gall ever contaminating their tongues 
The sound of holocaust hooves ever droning their ears ` 
Their whole Мез became acts of rebellion; their complete existences are like 
razor blades resting dangerously on the wrists of tomorrow's children ` 
Raped beauty sleep... — TE Я 
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SLUTET UPPSALA 
C/O VARDEIN WOLNER TAMMS VÄG ፀር 


81576 SODERFORS SWEDEN 
REMEMBER: NO BLOOD OR НА NO TAPE 


REMEMBER: NO BLOOD OR HATR— МО TAPE 
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SECOND DEMO CASSETTE 

UNPROFESSIONALLY РВ ЕР» 
35+ MINUTES OF ЕМО MUSIC 

SEND USA [ ዕር OF YOUR HAIR 


OR YOUR BLOOD ON A PIECE OF PAPER 
ALONG WITH YOUR ADRESS ТО: 
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THE SONGS 


OLD BLOOD KAPALA 


THIS INSTRUMENTAL INTRO WAS ONE OF THE FIRST 
SONGS WRITTEN FOR SLUTET, PROBABLY IN 2012. 
THERE IS NOTHING MUCH TO SAY ABOUT THIS SLOPPY, 
INTRODUCTORY PIECE. THE TITLE CAME FROM A 
DREAM I HAD, WHEREIN A SKULL-CAP FILLED WITH 
BLOOD WAS A CENTRAL THEME. THE SPOKEN WORD 
SAMPLE IS FROM CARL GUSTAV JUNG - A HUGE 
INSPIRATION ON THE WHOLE ENDCOMMUNEAN 
PROJECT AND MORE OR LESS TO ALL MEMBERS OF THE 
BAND. 


RAPED BEAUTY SLEEP 


“RAPED BEAUTY SLEEP” WAS THE FIRST SLUTET TRACK, 
THE FIRST RIFF OF THE SONG BEING THE FIRST | EVER 
WROTE FOR SLUTET ON AN UNPLUGGED BASS GUITAR 
PROBABLY WAY BACK ІМ 2011 OR EVEN 2010. 1 
REMEMBER BEING HEAVILY INFLUENCED BY SIOUXSIE 
& THE BANSHEES WHEN WRITING THESE INTIAL RIFFS 
TO WHAT EVENTUALLY WOULD GROW INTO SLUTET. IT 
IS THE ONLY SLUTET TRACK RECORDED TWICE, BOTH 
IN 2014. COMPOSED AT A TIME WHEN MY LIFE WAS 
COLOURED BY A RECENTLY DEVELOPED AND FURTHER 
DEEPENED DISGUST FOR WHAT MY STUPID BUT 
PASSIONATE AND REBELLIOUS YOUNG MIND DEEMED 
“HERD MENTALITY” AND GENERAL COLLECTIVIST 
WORLD-VIEWS, IT ISA “LAUTREAMONTIAN” OR PERHAPS 
“MALDORORESQUE” LAMENTATION, AN ARROGANT AND 
CONTEMPTUOUS MOCKERY AND, I GUESS, SOME KIND 
OF ALLEGORICAL PREDICTION OF CONTEMPORARY 
SOCIETY (WITH WHICH I АМ IMMUTABLY FIXED AS WELL; 
MAKE NO MISTAKE: | SCOFF MYSELF ALMOST(!) AS 
MUCH AS I CHASTISE THE MEDIOCRE COMMONFOLK). 


FURTHERMORE, THE WORDS FOR THIS SONG WAS 
HEAVILY INSPIRED BY BIBLICAL APOCALYPSE AND - AS 
IS COMMONPLACE WITH EARLY SLUTET LYRICISM — 
EDITH SODERGRAN. THIS | REMEMBER QUITE VIVIDLY. 
INITIALLY, THE SONG WAS MUSICALLY INSPIRED BY 
POST-PUNK, SAMAEL MIXED WITH 705 SWEDISH 
PSYCHEDELIA LIKE PARSON SOUND AS WELL AS 
KRAUTROCK (ASH RA TEMPEL CHIEFLY), BUT THE 
SECOND VERSION IS FOUND OMITTING THE DRAWN- 
OUT JAM IN THE MIDDLE FOR A MORE DIRECT AND 
FOCUSED APPROACH, ALTHOUGH THE SONG STILL 
FUCKING DRAGS ON FOR 11+ MINUTES SO I DON'T 
KNOW IF | SHOULD CALL THAT “DIRECT AND FOCUSED”. 
ANYWAY, | CONSIDER THE SECOND RECORDING OF 
THIS SONG AS ONE OF THE TOP 3 SLUTET SONGS. I 
STILL GET GOOSE-BUMPS ON A REGULAR BASIS FROM 
THE VOCAL PERFORMANCE ON BOTH VERSIONS, BUT 
PERHAPS ESPECIALLY ON THE SECOND ONE. AND FOR 
THE RECORD, THE TITLE OF THE SONG IS HEAVILY 
INSPIRED BY A DEMILICH SONG. 


HERE WE HAVE THE LEPERS! A HUNDRED 
BODIES MOVING AS ONE, SNEAKING TO THE 
SIDE OF THE ROAD,WALKING CROUCHED IN 
THE DITCHES BESIDE THE ROYAL CHARIOTS, 
BESIDE THE CARAVANS OF WORTHY PEOPLE, 
LIKE SICK CATTLE,EVICTED FROM EYES, 
CONDEMNED TO A FILTHY CORNER OF ALL 
MINDS; THE FEATURELESS FACE IN THE 
MOVED AUDIENCE: THEY NEARLY SUFFOCATE 
TO DEATH BY EACH MINUTE. THEIR 
UNFINISHED YAWNS COLOUR EMPTY FACES IN 
WEIRD TONES... THEIR VIRGINS MOCK 
THEMSELVES WITH OWN FINGERS THE 
BLESSING HAND RETRACTS AND THE PALM 
CLOSES. THEY COVER THEIR GENITALIA IN 


FETID GALL AND PROCEED TO LOVE SLUM 
HOUNDS, AS THEY DO WITH MEN. THE BEASTS 
CONQUER THEIR MOIST VAGINAS. BESTIAL 
SEMEN COLOUR THEIR INTRUDED HOLES. 
TORRENTIAL SPOUTS OF BLOOD-CLOTTED 
PLASMA. THEIR PROLAPSED WOMBS MOANING 
LIKE A MILIARD ORGANS... THIS IS THE BIRTH- 
SITE OF DEPRAVATION, WHERE ITS MOTHER 
WRITHES IN LABOUR! THIS IS ALL SOURCE OF 
DEPRAVATION; WHERE PEOPLE LIVE BY 
IDEALS THAT ARE NOT THEIR OWN, AND 
WHERE THEY HAVE SUNKEN SLOWLY INTO 
QUICK-SANDS OF PASSIVE CONSENT, AND 
WORSE YET IS THE MOST HIDEOUS SUBLEVEL 
OF THIS DEPRAVATION; THE CESSPOOL 
WHERE VOICES DO NOT RING LOUD, AND THE 
FLAMING TONGUES WANE IN THE COLD AIR, 
WHERE SELF-DECEIT AND SELF-LOVE UNITE ІМ 
A MOST ABSURD, DOWNRIGHT TASTELESS 
MATRIMONY... THEIR FEET STAND ON MURKY 
GROUND; THEIR FEET ALL SINK INTO THE 
ORDURE THEIR WOMBS ARE BARREN, AND 
THEY STUTTER LAMENT. BENT-OPEN MOUTHS 
HAVE HAD THEIR TEETH SMASHED OUT. 
BODIES ARE RAPED OF SO-CALLED BEAUTY 
SLEEP. THEY FALTER THROUGH LIVING 
WORLDS AND AT THE SIGHT OF IT, SHED 
TEARS AND SOB RAZOR WINDS BLOT 
PORTALS, BLOOD AND DIRT, AND THEY ARE 
TERRIFIED! THEY CAN NOT BEAR THE WEIGHT 
OF TRUTH BECAUSE THEY FEEL PAIN WHEN 
THEIR ILLUSIONS SHATTER LIKE GLASS 


MIRRORS, ONCE REFLECTING THEIR UGLY 
FACESBUT NOW THE SHARDS CUT THEIR PINK 
FLESH;BLOOD SPURTS OUT; TEARS FALL; LIES 
SMOTHER, ALL GIVES WAY TO SUFFERING - 
FOR THESE YOKES ARE HEAVY, AND THEY 
CRUSH OUR SHOULDERS TO DUST, LEST ONE 
PREPARE...BUT THIS IS NOT THEIR LIFE! THIS 
IS A RIVER DELTA OF UNFULFILLED HOPES, 
CRUSHING DESPAIRS, THE RUIN OF FAILURE 
AND DESERTION; THEY CAN NOT YET SEE ALL 
THEIR EMBERS BUT THEY ALL KNOW IT IS 
THERE SOMEWHERE; A LUMINOUS SUN IN THE 
DARKNESS. NOW! CONSUMED BY THE 
RETICENCE OF ALL DESERTS, IN VISIONS, THE 
SCENT OF CATASTROPHE EVER PERVADING 
THEIR NOSTRILS THE VISION OF IMPENDING 
DOOM EVER BEFALLING THEIR EYES THE 
TASTE ОҒ EMBITTERED GALL EVER 
CONTAMINATING THEIR TONGUES THE SOUND 
OF HOLOCAUST HOOVES EVER DRONING 
THEIR EARS THEIR WHOLE LIFES BECAME 
ACTS OF REBELLION; THEIR COMPLETE 
EXISTENCES ARE LIKE RAZOR BLADES 
RESTING DANGEROUSLY ON THE WRISTS OF 
TOMORROW'S CHILDREN... RAPED BEAUTY 
SLEEP. 


THOSE WHO SEEK THE WORLD 


CONTINUING LYRICALLY IN THE TRADITION OF THE 
FIRST ERA OF SLUTET LYRICISM, THIS IS A DYSTOPIAN, 
APOCALYPTICIST “BALLAD” DEDICATED WITH A BIG, 
SWOLLEN TEENAGE NONCHALANCE AND BRAVADO TO 
THE MODERN WORLD, ITS CULTURE, ITS VALUES, ITS 
TABOOS, IDEAS, AND - ULTIMATELY — ITS SUBJECTS. 
ORIGINALLY WRITTEN ON THE EVER SO IMPORTANT 
UNPLUGGED OLD SHITTY DUCT-TAPED BASS GUITAR 1 
ACQUIRED AS A 14-YEAR OLD BOY. THE SONG TITLE IS 
LIFTED FROM A MONOLOGUE IN THE POLISH MOVIE “NA 
SREBRNYM GLOBIE” (1988) BY ANDRZEJ ZULAWSKI; 
“THOSE WHO SEEK THE WORLD SHALL FIND A CORPSE, 
AND THOSE WHO FIND A CORPSE SHALL BE TOO GOOD 
FOR THIS WORLD” — WHICH IS ALSO THE SENTENCE 
CONCLUDING THE SONG. ALSO, IT IS THE GREATEST 
MOVIE EVER MADE. WHILE THE SONG FOR ME IS NOT A 
PERSONAL FAVORITE, ITISAN IMPORTANT ADDITION TO 
THE CORPUS OF EARLY SLUTET; I THINK IT COULD HAVE 
MATURED A BIT AND WE SHOULD PROBABLY HAVE 
SAVED IT FOR THE NEXT DEMO. NOT EXACTLY PLEASED 
WITH THE DRUMS, BUT I GUESS FOR AN AMATEUR IT IS 
OK. 


THE UGLY SUN REEKS, SLOWLY THE ORDURE 
THAWS IN THE HEAT. LEPERS CRAWL OUT OF 
THE DARKNESS, THEY LOST THEIR EYES TO IT. 
THEIR ELATED IRISES ARE SWALLOWED BY 
DREARY DISTANCES. THE ODOURS VIBRATE 
THE HAIRS OF EVERY NOSTRIL TO EVER 
BREATHE. THEY EXTEND THEIR TONGUES AND 
CONTORT THEM AND IN DESPERATION TRYING 
TO FIND CLEAN STRAINS OF WATER OR EVEN 
PLUCKING THE LAST NUTRIENCE FROM THE 
DUNG. THEY WORSHIP THE WARM SHIT WITH 
BENT TONGUES... BLACK BLOOD WHIRLWINDS 


FLARE ACROSS THE STALE HORIZON: | SEE 
CLOUDS ABOVE THEIR CHURCH 
CRENELATIONS, ABOVE THEIR HOUSE-ROOFS. 
| SEE CLOUDS LINGER, BROODING, OVER 
THEIR GUILELESS SHOULDERS WHEN THEY 
PUT THEIR EYES UPWARD, THE CLOUDS 
REFLECT UPON THEM: ALOOF, FROM THE 
SAFE DISTANCE, THEY LOOK TREMENDOUS, 
AWE-INSPIRING BUT ANY SANE MIND WOULD 
RIP OFF THE MASK AND UNVEIL: GREY, 
HOLLOW, WITHHOLDING NOTHING BUT SMALL 
CHEMICAL CONFLATIONS CREATING АМ 
ILLUSIVE GRANDEUR BEYOND THEIR ACTUAL 
SIGNIFICANCE... AS ABOVE SO BELOW: THE 
CLOUDS ARE MIRRORS IN THE EYES OF MAN, 
AS HE GAZES UPWARD... HUMAN THOUGHT 
AND VALUE BOUND TOGETHER FRAGILY, JUST 
LIKE THEM. UNSUBSTANTIAL, SCATTERED 
THOUGHTS ARRANGED AS A LARGER SHEAF 
AND SPREAD OUT TO АШ HUNGRY, 
IMPOVERISHED CHILDREN STARVING! HERE 
WE HAVE MEANING! HERE WE HAVE THE 
DEAFENING CLANGOR OF PEACE! OF 
RIGHTEOUSNESS! OF MORALITY! OF THE 
FARTHEST REACHES OF THIS JOURNEY! 
WE'VE ALL HEARD THE CONSTANT BLEATING 
AND MOANING АМО WEEPING AND 
COMPLAINING AND BROW-BEATING AND ALL 
THESE SELF-IMPORTANT FOOLS FREEDOM! 
DEMOCRACY! WORSHIP IT, FOR IT SAT DOWN 
ON THE EMPTY THRONE NOW WE CAN BE 
"FREE" AND HAPPY TOGETHER! AS 


CONSCIOUS AS A FAMILY... WE CAN BE 
CHARITABLE, BECAUSE WITH FREEDOM 
COMES RESPECT WITH FREEDOM COMES 
LOVE, HOPE AND PEACE, AND PERHAPS WE 
CAN START OVER? PERHAPS WE CAN CURE 
ALL DEPTHLESS WOUNDS ON THIS ABUSED 
BODY? BUT ALL THE ALMS FAIL, AND WE ARE 
LEFT WITH INFECTION. CLAP-CLAP! THE 
CURTAIN FALLS. WAKE  UP.FREEDOMI! 
FREEDOM! THE CHAINS FELL TO THE GROUND 
THEY THOUGHT... SIRENS! SIRENS! THEY CALL 
OUT INDEPENDENCE! AUTONOMY! SO WE'VE 
HEARD... THEY DO NOT SEEK FREEDOM, THEY 
WOULD NOT WANT FREEDOM! THEY REAR 
AWAY... WHY WOULD CATTLE, ALONE, 
VENTURE INTO THE DARK NIGHT FOR FERTILE 
RIVERBEDS? HERE THEY HAVE JUST ENOUGH 
WATER...THE PHILOSOPHY WITHOUT А SPINE... 
EASILY DISPERSED, JUST AS MERE CLOUDS, 
BY A THICK, BLACK SMOKE RISING OUT OF THE 
ABYSS OF THOUGHT, AND THUS RETURNING 
TOWARD ITS EPICENTRE THIS 
CONFLAGRATED SKY IS UNDERPINNED BY 
WEAK TIMBER MOTH-EATEN, BLACK, FEEBLY 
ROOTED IN MOIST MARSHES AND IN THESE 
MARSHLANDS SABOUTEURS SOW SMALL 
FIRES WHICH, OF COURSE, WITH SOME MILD 
ASSISTANCE, GROWS LARGER THUS EMITTING 
A FOUL, THICK, BLACK SMOKE THAT 
SCORCHES THE CLOUDS, AND FROM IT, ACID 
RAIN BECKONS THE EARTH, MUCH LIKE 
WORMWOOD. IT INTRUDES HOLES, DAMAGES 


CROPS, SICKENS THE CATTLE, IT DEVOURS 
THE PASTURES, IT EMBITTERS THE SWEETEST 
WINES IT POISONS THE WELLS AND MAKES 
LOVE WITH ALL THIS MISERY IT WILL CRUSH 
THE MOUNTAINS OF THOUGHT AS IF THEY 
WERE PILES OF LITTER AND FROM THE ASHES 
OF THESE BONFIRES, NEW FORESTS EMERGE 
AND BREACHES GATES TO A NEW WORLD, 
WITHOUT MURDER, WITHOUT PAIN WITHOUT 
DEGRADATION AND THE ABUSE OF THE 
SHEPHERD'S CROOK IN THERE, WHAT ALONE 
EXISTS IS THE BITTER VICTORY OF GENOCIDE; 
THE SLAUGHTERED PIG OF FALSE HOPES AND 
SELF-DECEIT! THOSE WHO SEEK THE WORLD 
SHALL FIND A CORPSE AND THOSE WHO FIND 
A CORPSE SHALL BE TOO GOOD FOR THIS 
WORLD. 


SEVEN DAYS OF THE WEAK 


THIS SONG HEAVILY INSPIRED BY THE GREATEST SUNNI 
JIHADI REVOLUTION IN MODERN HISTORY - THE RISE 
OF THE ISLAMIC STATE AND THE REACTION OF THE 
GULLIBLE, RIGHTEOUS-THIRSTY YET DISSOCIATED AND 
MORALLY FAKE WESTERNER TOWARDS IT. IT IS 
FURTHERMORE INSPIRED BY ISLAMIC EXTREMISM, 
TERRORISM, RIOTS, CIVIL UNREST, URBAN DECAY AND 
DYSTOPIA IN GENERAL, SOMETHING I WAS QUITE 
OBSESSIVE ABOUT. THE WORDS FOR THIS SONG IS 
BASICALLY AN OFFENSIVE SPIRITUAL ATTACK 
TOWARDS WHAT I PERCEIVED AS THE CORRUPT, 
DEGENERATE, PATHETIC ELEMENTS OF WESTERN 
POST-MODERNITY. YOUNG AND CUTE, THIS SONG IS — 
YET, | THINK - POETIC AND VICIOUS. ONE ОЕ MY 
PERSONAL FAVORITE TRACKS AND A HIGHLIGHT OF 


EARLY ENDCOMMUNEAN LYRICISM. THE SONG TITLE 
EMBARASSINGLY RIPPED FROM - ОН PAYING 
ENDEARING TRIBUTE ТО - NUCLEAR DEATH AND THEIR 
1992 NAMESAKE SONG. TO ME, IT IS NOTHING BUT A 
HOMAGE TO ONE OF THE MOST DISTURBING PIECES OF 
MUSIC AND LYRICS EVER PUT TO TAPE AND PAPER. I 
RECALL DEAR MEMORIES FROM EARLY STAGES OF THIS 
SONG WHEN I AND LIVRÄDD (BASS) LISTENED TO 
DEMOS OF IT, SHARING A COUCH HIGH ON MDMA, 
SPEED AND WEED IN A HOUSE IN A VILLAGE OUTSIDE 
MARBURG, GERMANY. 


DAY 1. SIRENS WAIL IN WEIRD, LOW 
FREQUENCIES, VIBRATING THE HAIRS 
ATTACHED TO SOMETHING WEAK AND DYING, 
UNAWARE OF ITS OWN RAGING SICKNESS. 
MIGHTY TEMPESTS ABROAD THE HORIZON 
GATHER TREACHEROUSLY IN STRENGTH, AND 
BENEATH THE CRUST, THE FIRES SCOLD THE 
EARTH'S FOUNDATION. SOME FEEL THE 
EARTH'S CORE SHIVER, AND THE STENCH OF 
WARM BLOOD; MOST, HOWEVER, FEEL SOME 
OTHER SHIT. BUT ALL IS SILENCE. THIS IS THE 
DAY THEIR LORD RESERVED FOR SACRED 
REST, WHICH 15 BITTERLY SARCASTIC 
BECAUSE TODAY, NO ONE CARES ABOUT 
THEIR PRECIOUS LORD... "TODAY WE'RE ALL 
HAPPY AND TODAY WE LAUGH; TODAY, WE DO 
NOT CARE ABOUT OUR PRECIOUS LORD; 
TODAY THE LORD CAN NOT DO A SINGLE 
THING FOR US! SO WE BRING DISGRACE OVER 
OUR LORD'S WORD". THE FIRST DAY IS THE 
DAY OF SILENCE. DAY 2. ል NAUSEOUS STORM 
WHIPS THE GLOBE INTO FURY AND MADNESS; 


MOLOTOV COCKTAILS THROWN IN ARROGANT 
FACES. HUMAN FEET TRAMPLE THE BODIES 
OF THE POLICE; THE SCENT OF FUCKED 
HUMAN MEAT AND WARM ASPHALT. 
THOUSANDS OF BLACK SCREENS REPORT 
FROM THE FRONT LINES OF THE FINAL 
CATASTROPHE. THE МОВ MOVES LIKE 
SCARED CATTLE, CHASED LIKE COWS INTO 
THE ABATTOIR. SKYSCRAPERS STAND AS 
IRONIC MONUMENTS OVER THE COMPLETE 
FAILURE AND DISRUPTION... THE WORLD 
LEADERS JOIN HANDS IN THE FOURTH CIRCLE 
OF HELL. ONLY THE CACOPHANY OF THE 
HORNETS AND LOCUSTS SHALL SOUND AT 
THE VERY END, ALONGSIDE THE NOISE OF 
DYING PEOPLE BLEEDING IN THE STREETS, 
CURSING THEIR COUNTRIES, THEIR BELOVED 
FLAGS, CONDEMNING THEIR ORIGINS IN 
BITTER CYNICISM AND HOPELESSNESS; THEIR 
EYES OBSERVE THE PLANET'S OWN LITTLE 
9/11... THE SECOND DAY IS THE DAY OF THE 
DOWNFALL. DAY 3. THE TOTAL INDIFFERENCE 
OF THE EARTH TOWARDS ALL HUMAN LIFE 
BECOMES PAINFULLY APPARENT. SO, TRY TO 
BLOW YOUR HORNS - BLOW YOUR BRAZEN 
HORNS! ALL THERE IS IS SILENCE; THERE IS 
NO AIR LEFT... FROST WINDS FUCK THE EARTH 
UNTIL ITS CRUST IS ICE; THE THIRD DAY IS THE 
DAY OF CATASTROPHE. DAY 4. YOUR FACE IS 
A DEAD SUN PUKING BLACK RAYS INSTEAD OF 
WARM LIGHT ACCOMPANIED BY THE EERIE 
SILENCE OF MUTE PEOPLE DYING. THE 


FOURTH DAY IS THE DAY OF DARKNESS. DAY 
5. PILES OF HUMANS CONVULSE 
EPILEPTICALLY, LIKE INTIMATE LOVERS IN 
THEIR WARMEST MOMENT, SHUDDERING 
RETARDEDLY AT THE POETRY OF LIFE; THEY 
VOMIT WORDS IN EACH OTHERS FACES: THE 
SATIN BED OF THE WORLD, EMBROIDED WITH 
ALL IMAGINABLE BEAUTIES, IS DISCOLOURED 
WITH THE RADIANT BLOOD OF ALL BODIES 
SQUIRMING ON IT. THE FIFTH DAY IS THE DAY 
OF HYSTERIA AND THE FADING OF HOPE. 
DAY 6. SIRENS NOW WAIL IN DISTURBING 
OCTAVES, DEAFENING THE EARS OF ALL 
HOPEFUL CHILDREN. TERROR AND DARKNESS 
FOLDS IN THE ROBES OF TOMORROW: THE 
WISE START THEIR SOBBING REPENTENCE 
WHILE FOOLS STILL LINGER IN PASSIVE 
STATES OF TERROR. "FAST NOW! NOW WE 
NEED OUR LORD AT LAST!” CHOOSE YOUR 
FINAL SOLACE; PRAY TO WHATEVER SHIT GOD 
THAT PROMISES THE MOST PLEASANT 
PARADISE! IF THERE IS ANY DIGNITY LEFT IN 
THE HUMANS, MAY IT ALL DRIVE US TO 
SUICIDE. THE SIXTH DAY IS THE DAY OF 
DESPAIR. DAY 7. THE AURA OF ALL HUMAN 
ACHIEVEMENT GROWS DIM; MOTHER NATURE 
STRANGLES HER OWN THROAT... DEN SJUNDE 
DAGEN AR SLUTETS DAG. 


WE REAP OUR CROPS... 


SYMBOLICALLY AND POETICALLY INSPIRED BY THE 
WINDTHROWS OF TREES IN DARK UPPLANDIC 
FORESTS, AND, AS USUAL, FUELED BY A YOUTHFUL 
CONTEMPT AND DESPISE FOR THE “MOB”, THE “99%”, OR 
WHAT HAVE YOU, THIS TRACK IS BOTH A BIT SHORTER 
THAN WHAT HAD COME TO BE SLUTET STANDARD AT 
THAT POINT, AND IT IS DARE I SAY A BIT MORE 
INTROSPECTIVE, SELF-CONTEMPLATIVE AND 
EMOTIONAL. I FIND THE LYRICS TO ROUSE A SENSE OF 
DREAMING OF SPIRITUAL STALWARTNESS, A CALL TO 
FORTITUDE OF SOUL MORE THAN BEING ANATTACK ON, 
AND CRITIQUE OF, THE PEOPLE AROUND ME AND THE 
ANTHILL SOCIETY THEY ALL MORE OR LESS 
CONSENSUALLY PARTAKE IN. AT THE TIME I WAS 
DEVELOPING AN INTEREST FOR POETRY AND I 
REMINISCE THAT PIECES LIKE THIS (AND MANY OTHER 
NOT ENDING UP AS LYRICS BUT AS ENTRIES IN THE 
“SWORD OF ANGST” ANTHOLOGY BOOK) WAS 
INFLUENCED BY IN PARTICULAR THE POETES MAUDITS 
(i. e. ARTAUD, BAUDELAIRE, RIMBAUD, etc., AND 
ESPECIALLY — DE LAUTREAMONT) BUT ALSO BY OLD 
OBSCURE SWEDISH LUMINARIES LIKE ERIK GOLDKHUL 
AND MATTS RYING. 


WE THROW ROSES AND SMALL BIRDS INTO 
THE GAPING ABYSS AS A GESTURE OF 
SOLEMN GRATITUDE, LIKE PRIMITIVE MEN 
PAYING REVERED TRIBUTE TO THE SPIRIT OF 
A GREAT, GREAT ENEMY; WE OFFER OUR 
BODIES TO THAT GREAT, MONSTROUS DEPTH, 
PROCLAIMING IN A MANTRIC THROBBING OF 
THE VOCAL CHORDS A MOST SINCERE 
RESPECT TO THE MAGN-IFICENT DEVIL THAT 
ALMOST SWALLOWED US WHOLE. THE LINE 
BETWEEN WEAKNESS AND STRENGTH CUTS 


OUR BATTERED HEARTS IN TWO; CAN WE, 
THEN, ENDURE THE YOKE WE HAVE HUNG 
OVER OUR SWEAT-STAINED, BRUISING 
SHOULDERS?WE RETREAT DAYBY DAYTO AN 
OVERPOWERING ENEMY, BUT THE SPOILS ARE 
GREAT RICHES WE CAN NOT IMAGINE FOR 
OURSELVES A LIFE WITHOUT. IGNOMINY 
MATES WITH TRIUMPH AND THUS LIFE IS 
BEGOTTEN; WHEN DARKNESS REARS ITS 
UGLY FACE TOWARDS MINE, | FEEL! | CARVE 
MY INSIGNIA INTO MY OWN WHITE FLESH; MY 
GENITALS EVOKE A PROFOUND REPULSION; | 
DISTURB THIS UNENVIABLE SHROUD OF 
FLESH - THIS SWOLLEN MASS, THIS PINK SKIN, 
THESE OVARIES, THIS CERVIX, UTERUS AND 
CLITORIS...THESE FRAIL STRAWS OF BLONDE 
HAIR PROTRUDING FROM MY ITCHING SCALP... 
THIS REFLECTION SEEMS TO DISDAIN BOTH 
ME AND YOU ALL. NOW; LET THE WARTHOGS 
OF HUMANITY BROWSE THROUGH THE SHIT 
OF OUR STINKING LATRINES; LET THE SWINE 
DRINK FROM THE RIVERS OF THEIR OWN 
ACIDIC VOMIT ALONG WHOSE BANKS WE 
WALK. YOUR MOTHER CRY TEARS ON YOUR 
STINKING CADAVER, LIKE A PAID WHORE. YOU 
DO NOT EVOKE A PROFOUND SENSE OF SELF- 
RESPECT... YOU FEEL SHALLOW. WE REAP 
OUR CROPS IN YOUR CULTURES 
WINDTHROWS. 


FATHER OF BROKEN SPINES 


THE “FORGOTTEN” SLUTET SONG. MUSICALLY, THIS 
PIECE IS VERY INFLUENCED BY EARLY 90'S MASTER'S 
HAMMER AND ROTTING CHRIST, AS IS THE WHOLE 
SECOND DEMO. I WOULD SAY THIS SONG IS PROBABLY 
THE ONE MOST COMPLAINED ABOUT BY THE BAND 
MEMBERS THEMSELVES. WE HAD NOT REHEARSED IT 
PROPERLY (AS HAS TO SOME EXTENT, FOR BETTER 
AND FOR WORSE, BECOME A KIND OF SARCASTIC 
SIGNUM OF THE BAND) AND THE RECORDING GOT ABIT 
FUCKED UP, BUT I STILL CONSIDER IT TO BE A NICE AND 
CATCHY TUNE WITH MANY COOL RIFFS AND IDEAS. IT 
WAS ALSO THE FIRST TRACK WITH LYRICS 
CONTRIBUTED BY ANOTHER MEMBER; SAID MEMBER 
WOULD LATER (2018 ONWARDS) ASSUME THE DUTY OF 
CHIEF LYRICIST FOR THE BAND. 


POISONOUS PLANTS GROW NAKED OUT OF 
PARCHED SOIL TO THE SOUND OF FIFTY 
STILLBORN CHILDREN STILL SHRIEKING AND 
SCREAMING AND GASPING AT THE UTTERLY 
TERRIFYING ORDEAL OF A FIRST BREATH OF 
AIR UNFIT TO BREATHE; AIR DENSENED BY 
THE PANICKED CRAMPING INDUCED BY MOSS 
WRAPPING ITS BLANKET AROUND WHITE SKIN 
AS ROOTS DESCEND TO STRANGLE THE 
SCREAMING KIN. THEY SCREAM BUT THEIR 
SCREAMS DROWN IN THE GREAT SILENCE OF 
THE STILLBORN. WITH HEADS TOO HEAVY TO 
HANG OFF OF A NECK COILED BY VENOMOUS 
SNAKES - THREE SEASONS SPENT TURNING 
EYES TOWARDS THE SUN. CRAWLING ON THE 
HILLTOPS WITH BROKEN SPINES - BLOOD 
VOMIT; FECAL EYES; PSYCHOSOMATIC 


PARALYSIS . . . YOUR SCREAMS TURN INTO 
WHISPERS AND WHISPERS INTO MOLESTING, 
DISTURBING VIBRATIONS, DROWNING IN THE 
WET DREAM OF SOLACE AND HAPPINESS; 
THEY ARE CAUGHT IN A VORTEX; THE VIEW 
FROM A TOWER THAT FELL... AND AS THEY 
STARE INTO THE SUN, ALAS! THE MORE THEY 
STARE, THE MORE IT APPEARS TO BE AN 
ABSENCE! BUT HOW MANY TEARS WILL RUN 
AND HOW MANY CRIES WILL SHIVER, WHEN 
THEY FIND OUT THEY ARE LIVING ON A MERE 
PROMISE; WHEN THEY HAVE BEEN CHASED 
OUT IN THE STEPPES OF GODSPEED ONLY TO 
FIND IT DARK, COLD AND BARREN? ...AND 
THEY WILL CRAWL, AND THEY WILL SEARCH 
AND THEY WILL HOLD THEIR CROSS, THEIR 
STAR, THEIR CRESCENT MOON... THE 
STILLBORN CLEANSE THEIR ASSHOLES FROM 
SPIRITUAL FAECES... AND THEY WILL PRAY, 
BUT THEY WILL FIND ONLY THAT WEAK 
FLOWER GROWING OUT OF IT, CALLED BLIND 
FAITH. THEY WILL SEE IT, AND THEY WILL FALL 
ІМ GENUFLEXION AFORE IT. THEY WILL ADMIRE 
ITS BEAUTY A MOMENT BEFORE IT TURNS TO 
ASH, DEVOURED BY THE ELEMENTS THAT 
ONCE GAVE ITS LIFE.THE GOD THAT PAUL 
CREATED IS A NEGATION OF THE GOD 
EXPERIENCED. 


MULL THIS INSTRUMENTAL AND IMPROVISED PIECE 
WAS THE PRODUCT OF HIGH DOSES OF DWOREK 
VODKA, LYRICA (PREGABALIN) AND HASHISH. MUCH 
INSPIRED BY FREE-FOLK COUNTRYSIDE PSYCHEDELIA 
LIKE SILVESTER ANFANG ІІ AND ASSORTED SWEDISH 
AND KRAUT LUMINARIES LIKE INTERNATIONAL 
HARVESTER AND ASH RA TEMPEL, IT IS A LONG- 
WINDING AND ATMOSPHERIC AFFAIR. NOT A PERSONAL 
FAVORITE IN ITSELF BUT IT ACTS AS A MONUMENTAL 
BUILD-UP TO THE BEST SLUTET TRACK OF THE FIRST 
ERA, ON A RECORDING SHOWCASING A MUCH SLOWER, 
SLUGGISH AND BROODING SOUND IN CONTRAST TO 
THE PERHAPS MORE AGITATING AND AGGRESSIVE 
HARD ROCK PURSUITS OF THE FIRST TWO DEMO 
CASSETTES. 


O ZIEMIA! THIS IS THE BEST SLUTET TRACK OF 
THE FIRST ERA INMY OPINION. AGAIN DRAWING A TITLE 
FROM THE 1988 FILM “NA SREBRNYM GLOBIE”, THIS 22+ 
MINUTE MEANDERING SLOW-BUILDING BAD DREAM 
WAS TO A SIGNIFICANT DEGREE IMPROVISED UPON 
RECORDING; ONLY A SCAFFOLDING, A FRAMEWORK, AN 
OVER-ARCHING STRUCTURE WE HAD FOR IT. THE 
LYRICS ARE LARGELY IMPROVISED UPON RECORDING 
AS WELL. THIS SONG, ESPECIALLY THE SECOND HALF, 
CONTAINS MY FAVORITE PERSONAL DRUM 
PERFORMANCE. ITS RIDICULOUSLY SLOPPY BUT 
INTENSE AND IT IS A DRUG-HEAVY RHYTHMIC OUT-OF- 
ONESELF-NESS (EKSTASIS). 


MATCH QUESTIONS — 
GASOLINE TRUTH THE FIRST TRACK WE 


WROTE AFTER THE DEPARTURE OF OUR FORMER 
GUITARIST. WE STARTED REHEARSING THIS AS A 
DRUMS-BASS-VOCALS TRIO, BUT OUR PASSION 
FALTERED AND WE KNEW WE HAD TO FIND A GUITARIST 
PROPER FOR THE POSITION. AND WE DID. THEN, YET 
AGAIN IN ANOTHER REHEARSAL ROOM, WE STARTED 
COMPOSING WHAT WOULD BECOME THE “JIHAD” EP. 
THE MUSIC BECAME GENERALLY FASTER AS A NEW 
GUITARIST NATURALLY BRINGS A LOT TO THE TABLE, 
AND FINDING THAT OUR OWN NEW GUITARIST WAS A 
PARTICULARLY COLORFUL AND DRIVEN INDIVIDUAL, IT 
NATURALLY INFECTED THE MUSIC WITH A COMPLETE 
NEW STRAIN OF VIRUS. ANOTHER CONTRIBUTING 
FACTOR WAS THAT I JUST LEARNED HOW TO PLAY 
DRUMS FAST (BACK THEN, COMPLETELY SELF-TAUGHT 
AND WITH THE STAMINA AND BODILY INTEGRITY OF 
WEAKLING, MY INADEQUACY STILL SHONE THROUGH, 
BUT I THINK IT TURNED OUT WELL). 


THE VOCALS ARE FURTHER EXPERIMENTED WITH, 
UTILIZING MORE AND MORE A KIND OF CLEANER, 
WARMER STYLE WHILE STILL DELIVERING AGGRESSION 
AND HER SORROWFUL WAILING WHEN THE MUSIC SO 
ASKS FOR IT — SHE ALWAYS ANSWERS, AND THE 
RESPONSE IS ALWAYS SCATHING AND FIERY. 
SOMETIMES A CAMPFIRE, SOMETIMES AN ARSON, BUT 
ALWAYS FIERY. AND ON ANOTHER NOTE; THE LYRICS 
HAVE SHIFTED TOWARDS DESCRIBING MORE OF AN 
INTROSPECTIVE EXISTENTIALISM AND A SPIRITUAL 
STRUGGLE OF ACCEPTING GOD AND MEANING INTO 
ONE’S LIFE, RATHER THAN THE ANTI-SOCIAL 
DYSTOPIAN  FLAME-THROWING OF THE DEMO 
CASSETTES. OF COURSE THIS DOES NOT NECESSARILY 
INDICATE ANY REGRESSION OF QUALITY IN MY VIEW 
SINCE | AM PERSONALLY FOND OF THE LYRICISM ON 


THE “JIHAD” EP. I FIND IT TO BE A GRACIOUS AND 
NATURAL PROGRESSION TO THE LYRICISM AND 
OVERALL MATURITY OF THE MATERIAL. 


ALL OF ООН WONDERS, FORTIFIED 
STRONGHOLDS, STELES, AND PILLARS, AND 
TEMPLES OF THE EARTH; EVERYTHING WILL 
CRUMBLE; ALL EMPIRES FALL; EVERY GENE, 
EVERY CELL, EVERY SYNAPSE, EVERY LAST 
HELIX OF THE HUMAN DNA WILL SURELY BE 
CLEANSED WITH DEATH. KINGDOM AFTER 
KINGDOM AFTER KINGDOM PERISH; MARTYRS 
OF GLUTTONY, APOSTATE EMPERORS, 
USURPERS OF THE RUBY CROWN WILL 
QUIVER IN THE QUAGMIRES OF THE SLUDGY 
VAGINA OUT OF WHICH WE HAVE CRAWLED 
AS A FAMILY, WITH THE FILTH OF BIRTH AS 
OUR ONLY COMMON DENOMINATOR, BUT 
WITH EVERY FUCKING CHOICE WE MAKE AND 
EVERY FUCKING THOUGHT WE THINK AS THE 
DIFFERENTIATOR THAT RIPS OPEN AN ABYSS 
BETWEEN US THAT SEPARATES US; ISOLATES 
US IN THE COMPLETE SOLICITUDE AND 
LONELINESS OF EXISTENCE, THE HORROR, 
THE CURSE OF LIFE.. THE MASSIVE 
CONSPIRACY AGAINST ALL THAT BREATHED 
AND WILL EVER BREATHE; SO, CHOOSE YOUR 
DEATH! FOR IT IS ALL THAT WE DO... CHOOSE 
YOUR DEATH, DESTROY YOURSELF; CAN YOU 
REALLY DO ANYTHING ELSE? NO EXCUSES, МО 
SOLACE, NO FUCKING CIRCUMSTANCES JUST 
A HARROWING ANGST OF RESPONSIBILITY. 
HYPNOTIZED AD NAUSEAMBY THE PENDULUM 


OF DOUBT THAT OSCILLATES BETWEEN 
NOTHING AND SOMETHING WE ARE "TIL 
DEATH, AND SUNBURNT ТО CRISPS OF 
CANCER PROLIFERATING EXISTENTIAL 
MELANOMA UNDER THE RAVING NIHIL SUN. WE 
FEEL SICK; WEAK; SHIVERING, AND WE 
PERSPIRE COLD SWEAT; AND WE THROW UP 
FROM THE WHIFFS OF THE EFFLUVIA OF FEAR 
AND TREMBLING BELCHED FROM THE 
PHARYNXOF LIFE WE HAVE FELT INCREASING 
LIKE LYME DISEASE SINCE OUR INCEPTION 
NOW, MANY YEARS AGO; WE THROW OUR 
NETS FROM TOWED BOATS AND WATCH THEM 
SINK DEEP IN OCEANS OF QUESTIONS AND WE 
CARVE OURSELVES A TOTEM IN SITU OUT OF 
THE MEGALITH OF AN ABSURD EXISTENCE; 
HOWEVER, LIFE IS MERELY THE PARABLE OF 
TRUTH, AND MANY PLANKTON ESCAPE THE 
FISHERS' NET; MANY MESHES ARE SAWN 
ASUNDER BY THE FEROCIOUS TEETH OF 
VIPERFISH, AND TO THIS DAY, NO ONE KNOWS 
WHAT REALLY IS DOWN THERE, WE JUST 
KNOW THERE IS SOMETHING, DEEP, DEEP IN 
THE DEEP SEA GRAVES OF LIFE, LIFE, LIFE - 
THE HORRIBLE DISEASE, THE BITTER 
PROGNOSIS...WHAT THE FUCK WILL HAPPEN 
WHEN ALL SPIRITUAL ANTIBIOTICS FAIL AND 
THE SICKNESS WILL CARRESS OUR 
EMBARRASSED SHOULDERS IN TASTELESS 
MOCKERY? WELCOME IT, OR WALK FOREVER 
IN CIRCLES: THE COMPLETE DISSOLUTION OF 
THE HUMAN = EMOTIONAL-INTELLECTUAL 


IMMUNE SYSTEM; REASON, LOGIC, LAWS - 
FUCK OFF - THE CUNT DEVOURS 
MERCILESSLY — SO, CHOOSE YOUR DEATH! 
FOR IT IS ALL THAT WE DO... CHOOSE YOUR 
DEATH, DESTROY YOURSELF; CAN YOU 
REALLY DO ANYTHING ELSE? NO EXCUSES, МО 
SOLACE, JUST THIS HARROWING ANGST... 


GODDESS OF PARADOX 
(TIAMAT YAWNS AWAKE) 


NOTORIOUSLY IRRITATING TO RECORD AND FINALIZE, 
THIS SONG WAS (15?) HELD IN NOT-SO-GREAT ESTEEM 
BY SOME OF THE MEMBERS, THOUGH I PERSONALLY 
FIND IT TO BE QUITE GOOD, WITH ITS LONG, JOURNEY- 
LIKE DEVELOPMENTS ACROSS DIFFERENT 
LANDSCAPES, INTENSITIES AND VISIONS. THE LYRICS IS 
PART ACKNOWLEDGEMENT OF THE HARDSHIP, 
CONFUSION, AND WEIRDNESS OF THE HUMAN 
CONDITION, AND PART AN ACKNOWLEDGEMENT OF 
HOW ONE CAN ESCAPE, MANAGE, CONTROL AND 
TRIUMPH IT - THROUGH THE WORSHIP OF INANNA. AS 
WITH THE EP’S FIRST SONG, THIS B-SIDE IS HEAVILY 
INSPIRED BY SUMERIAN MYTHOLOGY, OLD BIBLE 
TRANSLATIONS, KIERKEGAARDIAN EXISTENTIALISM 
AND MY OWN PERSONAL STRUGGLE WITH NIHILISM AND 
HOW ITRELATES TO GOD AND RELIGION BUT ALSO HOW 
ІТ RELATES TO МЕ AS A HUMAN OF FLESH AND BLOOD, 
AN ANTENNA OF ABSURD MYSTERIES, THE 
UNINTENDED RECEIVER OF ITS INEXPLICABLE 
PHENOMENA. ANOTHER ASPECT OF THIS SONG I 
REALLY ENJOY IS THE AMBIENT/SPOKEN WORD 
SECTION IN THE MIDDLE.OVERALL A COOL SONG; FAR 
FROM PERFECT — BUT THAT IS SLUTET FOR YOU. 


GODDESS OF CONTRADICTION AND PARADOX 
ABSCONDS LIKE MUSTARD GAS OVER 
TRENCHES AND BARBED WIRE AND PLUCKS 
THE ROSES OF BEAUTY AND WAR; HER COCK 
SHONE WITH BLINDING RADIANCE THROUGH 
THE PRISM OF A HUNDRED RAVAGED 
VAGINAS; SHE LEASHED HER MEN IN 
COLLARS, SOLD HER WOMEN AS WHORES, 
STRANGLED THE CHILDREN IN ACTS OF LOVE 
AND BURIED THEM DEEP IN THE GRAVES OF 
TRADITION THEY HAD DUG FIERCLY WITH 
THEIR OWN HANDS... THEY WALKED IN 
CHAINS, IN LINES, PSYCHOTIC, BABBLING, 
LIKE MADMEN, LIKE LEPERS, OR LIKE 
AMPUTEES IN FIELD HOSPITALS AMIDST THE 
CHAOS OF WAR OR NOVICES OF ALCHEMY 
ENTRENCHED IN MUDPITS OF DEBT AND 
MISERY EAGER AS FUCK TO FIND A WAY OUT, 
AT LAST, OF THE MAZE THEY HAVE BRICK- 
BUILT AROUND THEMSELVES AND WHILE THE 
CHILDREN WEPT TEARS ОҒ SEMEN, 
THE MEN SOUGHT PROSPERITY THROUGH 
MEANS OF SPELLCRAFT, THE WOMEN GAVE 
THEMSELVES AWAY, AND THE DOGS WERE 
EAGER TO MOUNT THEM; NOTHING BUT THE 
BITTER RECOLLECTION OF ABORTION - THE 
MOTHERLY DESPAIR OF HUGGING FAREWELL 
A MISCARRIAGE, WITHSTOOD THE EROSION 
OF MEMORY, AND SHE CARVED ITS MEMOIR 
DEEP ON THE STELES OF EXISTENTIAL 
DEMENTIA AND ABANDON THEY 
SUBSEQUENTLY ROSE ON THE GRAVES AND 


ON THE TOMBS OF THEIR BELOVED, 
REMEMBERED DEAD... SHE FINGERED THE 
HARPS WHOSE STRINGS SNAPPED 
AND BEGOT WORLDS WHICH MORPHED 
AROUND THE AXIS OF MADNESS AND 
SPIRITUAL INTIFADA; HER HANDS FINGERED 
THE CHAOS VULVA, ABYSS OF ENDLESS 
POSSIBILITES; SHE, THE BEARER OF IRON, 
WITHSTOOD IT ALL AND DECLARED WAR ON 
THE MORALITY OF MODERN SOCIETY 
AND AS IF THE OCEAN HAD A HEART 
AND AS IF THE SCALED MOTHER TREMOR 
AWAKE WE STREAM LIKE BLOOD FROM THE 
OFFING; BLACK, FOUL, YET, VIBRANT IN THE 
VEINS BLUE, THROBBING LIKE A PULSE OF 
DEATH ТО HER NAME, GODDESS ОР 
WEIRDNESS AND AMBIGUITY FROM THE 
BOTTOMLESS PIT WITH FLOOR OF GRANITH, 
ABSCONDING TO THE SURFACE CLAW-TORN, 
LIKE POISON GAS, ALEPPO, DAMASCUS; 
WE RISE, ALBEIT SLOW, THROUGH SLOUGH, 
LIKE WAR ANTS MARCHING HOMEWARD 
ETERNALLY. THROUGH THAT WEIRD, 
DISTURBING STATIC SOME CALL LIFE, SOME 
CALL THE INESCAPABLE, TORTUROUS 
CULPABILITY OF CONSCIOUSNESS WE FLOAT 
LIKE SPIRITS WHOSE TEMPERS BEEN 
CHALLENGED BY OBNOXIOUS MEDIUMS, FAUX 
SOOTHSAYERS, SO-CALLED "PSYCHICS" 
PUSHING THE BORDERS TO SOMETHING THEY 
DO NOT AT ALL UNDERSTAND; WE INVITE 
THESE PEOPLE TO SWIM IN THE SHARK- 


INFESTED WATERS THEY FALSELY CALL TURF; 
AT THE BEHEST OF OUR OWN COMPASS 


WE TREMBLE WITHIN OUR VERY 
ATOMIC STRUCTURE AND SHARE THE 
STARLIT SLEEP, THE SATIN BED, WITH 
INANNA, THE BEAUTIFUL, THE 
WARRING, AND WE WAKE UP 
TO THE SOUND AND THE SMELL 
OF HER FINGERING HER LUSCIOUS 
VULVA! SHE RAISES HER WET 


HAND TO THE SEA, DRIPPING... 


TIAMAT 
YAWNS 
AWAKE. 


